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was no injustice, for Christianity laid a solemn
obligation on the stronger of its followers to hold out
a helping hand to their weaker brethren.

The Duke of Westminster's seat being partly con-
verted into a war-hospital, my host one afternoon
took me there that I might get a chance of talking
to the wounded and seeing the famous place at the
same time. Once we entered the gates, the long
drive through the well-wooded park was most
enjoyable. The clock-tower came in sight from a dis-
tance rising above a thick grove of trees, and soon
Eaton Hall itself came into view. We walked through
the long corridor along an endless series of rooms and
at length came to the central reception-hall where
the wounded were accommodated. I spent a long
time talking to the stricken-down heroes, who in
spite of their wounds were as lively as ever and quite
light-heartedly smoked the cigarettes I offered them.
Later on I saw the late Duke's splendid collection
of pictures, some of which were by the Old Masters;
and then inspected his magnificent library of old
and rare books. But what I enjoyed more than rare
books and Old Masters was the superb view of the
front garden that opened out before me as I stepped
on the broad terrace leading out of the central hall.
Such thick well-trimmed yew-hedges as the garden
possessed I had never seen before! So perfectly
trimmed were they that from a distance they looked
like solid walls of extraordinary depth enclosing
each of the main rectangles of a beautifully designed
garden which terrace by terrace stepped down
in the far distance into the gently-flowing Dee.